DAYS WITHOUT END
Father Baird is standing by the middle of the bed,
at rear. His face also bears obvious traces of sleepless
strain. He is conferring in whispers with Doctor
Stillwell, who is standing at his right. Both are
watching Elsa with anxious eyes. At rear of Stillwell
on his right) a trained nurse is standing.
Stillwell is in his early fifties, tall, with a sharp,
angular face and grey hair. The Nurse is a plump
woman in her late thirties.
For a moment after the curtain rises the whispered
pantomime between Stillwell and the priest continues,
the Nurse watching and listening. Then Elsa stirs
restlessly and moans. She speaks without opening her
eyes, hardly above a whisper, in a tone of despairing
bitterness.
ELSA,    John!    How could you?    Our dream !    (SJe
moans?)
JOHN (in anguish}.    Elsa !    Forgive !
LOVING (in a cold, inexorable tone).    She will never
forgive.
STJLLWELL (frowning, makes a motion to John to be silent).
Ssshh !
(He whispers to Father Baird, his eyes on John.
The priest nods and comes around the corner of
the bed toward John. Stillwell sits in the
chair by the head of the bed, rear, and feels
Elsa's pulse. The Nurse moves close behind
him!)
FATHER BAIRD (bends over John's chair and speaks in a
low cautioning voice).    Jack.    You must be quiet.
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